The Post-W^ar Scene
O cursed, wind-driven poverty
That breaks the man and mires his clothes.
Beyond the street, beyond the town,
Rose hill and tree and sea and down:
O drear and shadowy green ash-tree,
O kills that neither sleep nor rest
But are like waves in that dark sea
That rides the wind, nor-east, nor-west,
0 cursed, wind-driven poverty!
Below the hill, below the town,
Deep, whispering voices everywhere
Break quiet in the morning air
And mount the skies to pierce the sun.
1 saw the naked, cowering man
Shrink in the midnight of his eye,
There, to eat bitterness within,
And close the door and hide the sin
That made his withering heart run dry
O venomous, dark, unceasing eye
That turned on street and town and me,
Between the waves of hill and sea
Until the eyelid closed the sky.
The rain-rilled, shaken, green ash-tree
Spread roots to gather him and me
In downward pull of earth that drains
The blood that empties through merfs veins
Under the churchyard, under stone
Until the body lies alone
And will not wake; nor wind, nor sky
Bring sunlight into morning air
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